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much changed since their time.) Thus we find that Punch is
respected at Oxford as well as in Athens, and I trust at Cambridge,
likewise.

As we sailed through the blue Bosphorus at midnight, the

ALBAHIAK ON HIS CHARGER.
Health of Punch was enthusiastically drunk in the delicious
beverage which shares his respectable name; and the ghosts of
HEBO and LEANDER must have been startled at hearing songs
appropriate to the toast, and very different from those with which
I have no doubt they amused each other in times so affeetingly
described in LEMPBIEBE'S delightful Dictionary. I did not see
the Golden Horn at Constantinople, nor hear it blown, probably
on account of the fog; but this I can declare, that Punch was on
the table at Miestre's Hotel, Pera, the spirited proprietor of which
little knew that one of its humblest contributors ate his pilaff.
Pilaff, by the way, is very good: kabobs are also excellent; my
friend, MEGHMET EITESTDI, who keeps the kabob shop, close by
the Eope-bazaar in Constantinople, sells as good as any in town.
At the Armenian shops, too, you get a sort of raisin wine at two
piastres a bottle, over which a man can spend an agreeable half
hour. I did not hear what the SULTAN ABBTJL MEDJID thinks
of Punch, but of wine he is said to be uncommonly fond.
At Alexandria, there lay the picture of the dear and venerable
old face, on the table of the British hotel; and the 140 passengers
from Burrumtollah, Chowringhee, &c. (now on their way to